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quick, strong strokes, Cradually it
ssemed to him that he was fighting &
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ABOVE THE
FORD

By Nora Bryant
Copiright, 104, by K. A, Whitshead

Ludlow wat on the rlver bank, with
the dog's hoad on his knee, He woa
very tired and very much exasperated,
He had left the survey camp lmmed)
ately on recelving Gretchon's lotter,
telling of ber areival at the De 1o Rlo
ranch and had thought to cover the
bundred  miles  botween eamp and
ranch easlly, but Indinn river bad risen
texplicably and Kywak refused to
awlm the ford, so now, within five
milen of the ranch, It looked an If he
would miss seelng Gretchen nfter all,
for alie did not expect him and ber visit
wits bt a three days’ affalr,

Thetefore Ludlow gt belilnd o bhuge
rock, which sheltersd him somewhat
from the raw wind, and while getiing
his breath alternately paited the head
. of the pantlng dog and shook his fist at
the distant fgare of o bhorse calmly
grazing gn buffalo gras,

“Hang 11! reponted Lodlow, “Hang
it! 1 thought Kywak had got over her
foollshness about fording,. Was 1

LUDLOW OAYR A ONEAT APRING AND
CAUVGHT THE DOO'S COLLAN

asloep or crazy that 1 let ber Jerk the
bridle from my hand when I led her
down 1o deink?’'  »

The dog looked up sympathetically.
The nlnety-five miles of racing after
Kywak had been nothing to his long
boarhound legs, but this wild herd!
of a wlngle elever Indidn pony for
Bbours had been a litle strenvous, He
bad done his best for his master, but
when he was not allowed to catch flank
or throat In powerful Jjaws how was
he to bold a horse? Blsmarck was a
boarhound, not a collle,

Ludlow glowered at the cheerless
beaps of rocks that guarded either
bank of the river,

“It 1n cold enough,” he sald, “for the
river to be fromen. Just my luck to
bhave it twice as deep as usual! Well,
Blsmarck, old boy, 1 see nothing for it
but for you and me to leave Kywak to
ber cussedness nnd swim the river.
And I'll be a fine sight to Giretchen aft-
er two years! Oh, well, who knows
whether she'll care or not 1

Ludlow rose and begau to tramp up
the river. “It Is a bad idea to move
away from the ford,” he thought, “but
I'll go up a way and see If the river
fsn't narrower, It's too deep now to
ntrike guicksand."

He picked his way carefully over the
rocks, Indlan river was always cold
and always swift, but doubly so today,
after the early winter ralns. The day
was bleak, with a half promise of snow
in the alr. The plains on the far side
of the river were ns dim and bhopeless
ag the aky. As he paused at a polnt
where thero seemed promise of a ahelv-
ing bank on elther side Ludlow shiver-
el and half turned back toward the
Implah Kywak,

“What's the use? he murmured,
“Gretechen half refused me once, Bhe
will probably wholly refuse me this
time,"

He stood in allence #vith one hand on
Blsmarck's head. Then he straightened
himself with a Jork,

“No, old chap!" he exclaimed. “We'll
pee her again or drown o the attempt.
Now, then, I've no way to get my
clothes neross except to swim {n them.
I'm oot up to the Bwisa Family Rob-
inson stunt of carrylng them acrosa on
my head. 1'l) leave my overcoat with
Kywak. Come on, old falthfull”

He removed his shoes and tied them
about his neck by the laces and walked
down the bank Into the rushing water,
then stoodl still, with the water awlrl-
Ing nbout hils knees, The current was
much swifter than he had hoaglned it
would be. However, the rlver was nar-
row at this polnt, 5o he took a resolute
step forward and plunged in above his

depth.

After the firat shoek the cold was not
#0 bad. Buot the current! The down
ward swirling movement of the water
was almost as powertu) ns gulelksand
The polnted rock Iudlow had choson
for a awimming mnrlk was ndoson rogs
upstream before Le hod swam us a0y

atrokes, Bismarck was swimmln e Lo
glde him, pufling and blovine like nn
infant thrashing mochiing  For n mo
ment Ludlow thought of ¢intehing th
dog's collur, but decided that they Lol
might go down, though Blsmnrek conl
have pulled him across eastly In qule
wiiter,

The bitter cold of the water beran to
strike In. but Ludlow swom on with

losing game, The, swimming mark was
hidden Dehind ‘n curve In the river
waoiie Asmmarck had pulled qulekly

sway from apd wak a
abort distande from the lhonl:’ ?nb
Finnlly, after what secmed hours of
wwimming, be found himsell a rod
from the sbhore, where Blsmarck barked
at him excitedly, But, to bils chagrin,

tinios, bhe could not touch bettom even

bank! Up and down the river, as far
as he could see, It rose shieor and blank
an o tiny enpyon, with not a blade of
gross por o crevice for hand or foot
bold, How Blesmarek bad made the leap
he could not futhom,

Ho tursed on hin back, boping that
the current would hiold im agninst the
wall while be Telt for n hand bold, But
hin fugers ouly slipped over the roogh
sandstone, while the river earrled Llio
rapldly downstream, gud Blsmarck fol-
lowed, barking und whining. The welght
of his clothes and the cold were by this
time renderiog Bloy glmont Lelploss.

Ludlow turned on'liis face and aguln
Jot Lis feot dvop, To hik Joy, they found
n restlug place, and lie stood with his
shoulders out of water. He rested,
pinting aod fighting off the numblng
oold, then again pansed hils bands up
and down the fuce of the rock for a
grip.  The wsurfate was hopélessly
smooth, The top of the bank was too
fiir above the highest reach of his
hands, even with jumplog. o grasp.
He tried eautlously to walk nlong the
bank, but found that his foothold was
a were outerop of rock not more than
a foot in diameter,

He dropped his brulsed, bleeding
bands Indespalr. Blsmarck pushed hin
great bead over the edge and whined
plteously, with an eager light In bis
brown eyes thiut seemed to say: “Can't
you understand? Can’t youn?"

Ludlow gnve a great spring and
caught the dog’s collar with his right
bhand. lostantly Blsmarck braced his
mighty sboulders and pulled back.
Iuch by Inch the man was pulled froin
the wator untll bo grasped the top of
the bank. As be let the dog's collar go
Bismarck,  frantie with excitement,
eaught the sboulder of Ludlow's cout
In his teeth and, with little growls and
whimperings as Ludlow scrumbled and
pushed, pulled bim falely on to the
bank.

There Ludlow lay panting, too weak
to pat the dog, who licked his hands
und face, wild with joy,

Late that evening the group around
the Breplace o the living room of the
De ln Rio ranch beard & weak rap-

though be dropped lis feet wseveral

at threo feet from the bunk, And the |

a son-n-law, but ber joy was short
lived, for when the sun set In the enat
it was plain to be seen that the com-
puss card had been tampered with and
there was an explosion that proved
morh diveriing to the rest of the party
than to Howie or the Lorraines,

It ended in the yacht's nose belng
swuog around, and, with a pocket
compnas, Mrs. Lorralue verified the
course, + The rest were worry that the
trip wus to be abandoned; but, full of
the joy of victory, Mrs. Lorraine con-
sldered no one but herself,

It was burely light the next morning
when the sound of pistol ahots were
heard on the deck, and the party rush-
ed up the companionway. Up forward
the crew had gatberod and stood, wul-
len faced, reganding the owner and his
eaptaln. At the appearnnce of the
party Howile left the salling master
and came toward them,

“It's !l pight,” be explained. “There
wits n mutiny, and 1 am afraid that the
men bave possession of the boat: They
have pfd!!htq not to lnterfere with
our comfort, dnd they will lind us at
one of the Ballama group, with enough
proviglons %0 enable us to reach Nas
sau, They Will give us the launch.”

For n moment Mrs, Lorraine eyed
the crew and seemed on the point of
golng forward to them, but to thelr
great rellef she elected to have hyw-
terica instead and cansed a diversion
that occupied the entire party until the
still elvll stewnrd announced breakfast.

The situation seemed more pleasant
after breakfast. Apart from the fact
that every man In the crew carrfed &
revolver, ostentationsly displayed, they
went about thelr work the same a8
usual, No detall of service was Inck-
ing, and Jimmy Trovers declared a
mutiny de luxe to be a positively novel
and plessant experience,

Mra, Lorraine offered the men rapld-
ly increasing sums to put the party
asliore at Palm Beach, but the crew de-

‘elined to appronch within reach of the

authorities, and even the good Indy's
threat to have the sonthern Atlantic
squadron ordered In thelr pursult the

plug at the door, followed by the quick, moment they reached a cable station
deep bark of a dog. As Jack opened did not move them.
the door Ludlpw staggered In, white | They were stubborn, but polite, and
faced, hatless, his frozen garments finally even sbe gave up the éndeavor
erackling as he moved. | and contentsd with sighing
The sudden woarmth and light dased loudly from the depths of n deck chair
bim, and be leansd weakly againat the as she watched Howie pace the deck.
wall, the great dog crouching beside | Howie had his hand in a bandage,
him. The group around the fAreplace explaining lightly that he had barely
wis speechisss with amazement at the been scratched by a bullet in the fight,
familiar fgure of Lodiow inhis strange 'and Marcid followed him about the

plight.

Then Uretchen, who bad gone white
a8 ber dalnty gown, uttered a llttle
pltylng ery and, giving no heed to spec-
tators, ran across the room.

“Frits Ludlow!" she cried. “Frits,
what Is 1t? What Is the matter? Bbe
threw ber arms protectingly around his
shivering body.

A mmlle of great sweetneas and con-
tent came fo Ludlow's drawn face.
“Nothing Is the watter now,” be sald,
and Blsmarck pawed his konee, with a
jealous whine.

Hotwie's
Mutiny

By JED STRONG

Copuright, 1908, by P. C. Eastmaent
el Jellol lellello e ollel ol ol ol o] 10

Howle glanced after Marcla with re-
gret. Here was a splendld erulse spoll-

he had ridiculed her matinee hero she
bad stamped ber foot angrily and had
declared that she wanted to be set

'sshore at the first opportunity, and

Morela was always aa good as her
word,

While he was still gaging at the ¢com-
panlonway down which ber slender fig-
ure bhad vanlshed Mrs. Lorraine came
panting up the stalrway,

“Mr, Howle,"” she sald majostically,

been grossly Insulted, I must ask that
you' put the yacht about at once aud
land us at the nearest port.”

Howle made the mistako of trylng to
argue.  “I merely sald that Rowlond
Montngue was o stick," he began, “and
then Marcla grew angry and gave we

go home."

“1 consldor Mr, Montague & most ab-
mirable actor,” announced the lady,
who cared nothing for Montague, but
who dearly loved a battle, *It was
not polite of you to attack the judg-
ment of your guests. Perbaps had It
been a horse weo should have had to
ablde your judgment, but of the fluer
arts you know nothing, and I am glad
that my daughter has discovered her
error In time to avold an alllance with
a man of such poor taste, Elense put
about at once,"

Howle groaned. Of old he knew
Mrs, Lorralne as an antagonist worthy
of one's steel. 8he would persist ln up-
holding Marcla In her bad temper, If
they ever reachod port with Marcla In
this humeor he could never hope to ‘re-
store the engagement. In spite of her
temper, ' or possibly because of It
Howlg loved Marcia, and he was deter
mined that at all hazards the yacht
would not touch the landing at Palm
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el nlmost at the outset. Just because |

“my dnughter nforms we that she has |

back my<ring and sald she wanted to |

deck with her sympathetic glance,
though 1t was not until evening that
she broke the conversational lce,

The full moon was just rising out of
the sea as she came towand the spot
where he wan leaning sgalnst the rall
“Does your hand hurt very much?' she
asked, trying to make her volce sound
cold and polite.

“Not very much,” was the Indifferent
answer. “That is the least of my trou-
bies."”

“It is ‘very awkward,” she conceded,
“to have your boat selsed.”

“1 dou't care about the boat,” he dis-
claimed, *“They are welcome to the
Irene for all I care, Bhe would only
sorve to remind me of you, and I must
put you out of my bheart if I can”

“Do you care 80 much? she asked
wonderingly. “You did not seem to
mind yesterday."”

“I had some hope yesterday," he de-
tlared. “I reallse now that there is
none."

“'Falot beart ne'er won falr lady,'"”
she quoted., He grasped her hand

“Do you mean that, Marcia?' be de-
manded.

“Perbaps Montague Is a little stilt-
od," she conceded. “Tt Is a very sllly
thing to guarrel over, anyway.”

“And you are willing to make up?’

For answer she slipped her hand
within bils bandaged member. The
ring finger shone white and bare In
the moonlight. BShe allpped the riug
upon it.

“] was a very silly girl, Fred," she
sald penltently. “I do vot deserve for-
glveness"”

“Wo never get our just desorts,” bhe
laughed, “and, besldes, I should not
bave poked fun at Montague."

Mrs, Lottalne came up the compan-
lonway just In time to see two heads
close together. Marela saw her first.

“It's all right, mother,” she laughed.
“It was all & mistaka

With n sickening sepse of defeat, the
elder woman turned and went back to
the cabln. With her hand still In his,
Howle went forward to the wheel
house, “It's all right,” he sald quletly.

' “Head back for the course.”

The man at the wheel touched his
cap respectfully and swung the wheel,
Marein started,

“And you bave been in command all
the time?” she demanded,

| “Not exactly,” he declared,

“But the mutiny"'— she persisted,

“Made to order," he admitted. “When
your mother espoused your cause I
could see that nothing lesa than a' mu-
tiny would clear the air. You .sald
yoursolf ‘Faint beart ne'er won falr
1.“-' "

“Poor mother,” sighed Marcia. “I
don’t think you will' make an Ideal
son-dn-law."

“But n good husband,” he Inslsted,

“gnd the hehd of the bouse.”
“Poor mother," sald Marcla agaln.
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